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PREFACE , 




^HEN meditating upon what he should say in 
the way of introducing his little Volume of 
Verses to his readers, the Writer came upon 
the following passage in an article in the June num" 
ber of Good Words: — "It is hard to fancy a pleasanter 
destiny than to join the company of the lesser authors. 
All their readers are sworn friends. They are spared 
the harsh discords of ill-judged pi-aise and feigned 
rapture." 

The Writer of the following pages is quite 
contented to find a place among "the lesser authors." 
He writes verses because he likes to write them, and 
he prints them because he believes that he has friends 
who will like to read them. He hopes that his 
humble effort will, by Gods blessing, do good, and 
he has at least the comfort of knowing that it cannot 
possibly do harm. If one toiling brother is made 
braver, and one heavy heart lighter, he will have found 
his highest reward. 



Liverpool, Novemhery 1885. 
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ARGUMENT. 



Trifles. — the definition. Nothing, because small, 
to be despised — illustrated. Further examples 
drawn from Social Life — the Fast Young Man — 
The Contradictory Couple. Trifles in Relation 
to Grumblers. The Folly of Grumbling. The 
True Philosophy of Life. The Marriage Tie. 
Little Courtesies. True Religion — the Sects — 
the Creeds — the World s Judgment — the Great 
Teacher. The Inevitable Conclusion. The 
Consequent Duty. The Secret of Victory. 
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" Think naught a Trifle tliough it small appear ; 

Small sands the mountains, moments make the year, 
And Trifles life."— Young. 



Say what we will concerning little things, 
Trifles— or what men call — are really Kings ; 
Kings who with quiet sway more truly reign 
Than those who mighty crowns and kingdoms gain. 
" But what are Trifles 1 " Some, perhaps, will cry, 
And we the definition should supply. 
** Things of no value," so decides the Law, 
The learned Doctor and " The great Bashaw." 
But if these Trifles are the Kings we say. 
Bringing both m^n and nations 'neath their sway. 
Changing the face and fortunes of this earth, 
How can we call them matters of no worth 1 
What shall we do then — crown these Trifles Kings ? 
Or take the other ground — of " no such things ? " 
Trifles are Kings possessed of mighty powers. 
Or there are none in this strange world of ours. 
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in both we speak the tmth— choose as we may, 

80 let Q8 take the word — and frankly say, 

That there are Trifles, and the wise excel 

Who learn to manage and to meet them well. 

** Only a Trifle " means a thing of nought, 

Homething, as people say, " not worth a thought.' 

But that the truth is wanting here is plain 

For no Philosophy can this sustain. 

The smallest animalcule that we find 

Has charms no less for any thoughtful mind 

Than the strong eagle, soaring overhead. 

Or the great elephant with mighty tread. 

The tiny ants uprear their castle-heap, 

And coral insects build in oceans deep. 

Huch are no trifles, and the truth here lies, 

A thing, though small, we ought not to despise. 

Well, what a trifle is a stolen kiss, 

A venturous lover's momentary bliss. 

Yet while th' intrepid Harry strove and burned, 

Coy Charlotte's spinning-wheel was overturned. 

And thus the way in which the wheel was hurPd 

(tave forth " the Spinning-Jenny " to the world. 

But for that " trifle " — where the wondrous wheels ? 

And where the Strutts, the Arkwrights and the Peels? 

What then of Cotton and its potent sway ? 

And how much poorer England of to-day ! 
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Let the first E/Othschild's simple tale be told, 
How but a " trifle " leads the way to gold, 
A hunted Prince in days of deadly strife 
Humes to Frankfort as he flies for life. 
There he meets B/Othschild, and believes him true, 
Consigns his treasures to "The honest Jew," 
The jewels sold, the comer-stone is laid, 
Up-springs the structure of a thriving trade. 
The Prince returns, and claims his treasure lent, 
'Tis ready for him with a five-per cent. 
Nobly refusing all such just demands. 
He leaves the money in the Banker's hands. 
And Rothschild spans all Europe with his loans, 
And half its monarchs keeps upon their thrones. 
Can that a trifle be by which we find 
The natural bias of th' expanding mind ? 
The first faint lines of Life's unfolding plan 
Which show " The child the father of the man ? " 
Mark the boy, West, upon his paper trace 
The chubby features of the baby's face. 
See the child. Watt, enjoy his early dream 
In his Aunt's kettle with its hissing steam. 
Follow young Ohantrey in his opening taste, 
Forming his flowers out of pudding paste. 
Then will you tell me that such acts are nought. 
And only " trifles," with no meaning fraught ? 
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Oh Speak more wisely when the germ you see, 
To bud and burst into the fruitful tree. 
Genius is not a trifle— no, indeed, 
But God-inspired — a heaven-implanted seed ; 
Lifting the spirit to a height sublime, 
Wreathing the victor's brow in God*s good time. 



And what a Trifle do we think we see 

In the small apple falling from the tree. 

Yet the keen eyes of Isaac Newton saw 

Nature's most mighty, universal law. 

Then what a trifle is a child's frail kite, 

Borne by the fav'ring winds to wondrous height ; 

Yet once it gave its lesson to the wise, 

Conveyed a truth to Philosophic eyes, 

And 'mid the echoes of the thunder-crash 

Franklin interpreted the lightning-flash. 

What have we here ? a heap of filthy rags 

Swept from the Kennel to the City-flags. 

" A worthless thing ! " says many a passer-by, 

Who looks upon it with a careless eye. 

Worthless indeed ! ah ! will it so appear 

Transformed into a page both white and clear ? 

Where noble patriots can recount their wrongs, 

And gifted bards perpetuate their songs ! 

See that small needle in a maiden's hand, 
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Where is a stronger weapon in the land 'i 

Talk of the sword so terrible in fight, 

Its glory fades before the needle's might. 

By it yon struggling woman gains her bread, 

With face so pale and wan, and eyes so red. 

It clothes the naked, ragged, and forlorn. 

And lifts in self-respect the child of scorn. 

Tis the companion of the faithful wife, 

Bright'ning the home and beautifying life. 

A trifle surely if 'tis judged by size. 

But not a trifle viewed by thoughtful eyes. 

The tiny needle its true place may find 

Among the benefactors of mankind. 

The Tinker's penny, which the fellow said, 

Had daily gone in 'bacca since he "wed," 

Looked but a trifle, till his wiser mate 

Put down the figures on a book or slate. 

'Twas then he learnt what those small pennies meant, 

If saved and multiplied instead of spent ; 

That none could then have scorned his lowly rank, 

With a small fortune in the neighbouring Bank ; 

And how with pride he might have held his soul — 

No fear of * Bumble " and the Workhouse dole. 



Let us then here our vigorous protest raise, 
" Only a Trifle " is an empty phrase. 
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The great — the small — ^we hastily define, 
Are the real movements of a Hand divine, 
Cutting the path the wisest cannot see, 
Shaping the life that is — and is to be. 
Thus every step, of either joy or pain, 
Is a true link in a mysterious chain, 
Binding us ever to the throne above — 
The God of wisdom, faithfulness, and love. 
Now to our nation's Social life we turn 
For more examples of the truth we learn. 
And see — as clearer light each instance brings, 
What mighty issues hang on little things. 

" Only a trifle ! " Robert Ashfield said ; 

" Only a trifle, I assure you, Fred." 

And what may we suppose the words to mean. 

Uttered amid gay London's gayest scene ? 

There the thronged thoroughfare of Regent Street, 

Where scented dandies and vain beauties meet ; 

There the last fashions in their full display. 

Where skirts and bonnets live their little day. 

There Ashfield met his friend, with warm regard. 
And talked of trifles while he yawned and yah'd. 
And what the matter he would think so light ? 
Only the rumour, he was drunk last night 
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Twitted by Stanhope — he but thus expressed 
His full enjoyment of the friendly-jest : 
Dead to the honour of his father's name, 
Dead to all sense of folly and of shama 

Ashfield was one of those who'd had his share 
Of patrimonial wealth — his father's heir. 
Money — which for some good was surely sent — 
Was saved instead of being wisely spent. 
That which a joy could bear to many a door, 
And win the grateful blessing of the poor ; 
Raise an asylum for the sick and sad ; 
Support the orphan — make the widow glad- 
Was all invested with a careful hand 
In shares or houses, or in mines or land. 
And so it came to pass — few wept and sigh'd 
When Death stepped in and rich old Ashfield died. 
Then all the money which he could not take. 
Saved for its own, and for another's sake, 
Passed to his only boy — and sad 'twas so — 
" Lord of himself — that heritage of woe." 



Bom with a golden spoon — hard cash and lands, — 
Far from the thought that work would soil his hands, 
What wonder this young " Gentleman " should think 
The man a hero who can smoke and drink 1 



1 
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What wonder, also, if he should contend 
That what his father saved, 'twas his to spend ? 

And spend he did — a mansion in the West, 
The last new carriage — coachman and the rest. 
An open house — a host of cringing friends 
Ready to eat and drink whene er he sends. 
Billiards and Brandy as each evening comes. 
And Champagne suppers for his favoured chums, 
Men of the turf, who well their business know. 
And women with no virtue like the snow ; 
And all the scamps who live on such as he, 
And fleece and flatter while a chance they see. 
Make up the spendthrift's "goodly company." 
And wise ones shake their heads and call him 

"fast," 
And so the game goes on — to end at last. 



And such a phrase is true — who runs may read, 
For such a man is " going fast " indeed. 
Fast to the wreck of fortune and of name ; 
Fast to disease, to misery, and shame ; 
Fast to the pittance of the workhouse dole ; 
Fast to the loss of body and of soul ; 
Fast to the grave— deserted and alone : 
Fast to the Devil, who will have his own I 
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And what of tradesmen's bills ? Why this ado ? 

" Trifles as light as air," and lighter too. 

Jones of the Strand and Smith of Mincing Lane, 

Stand at his door, and call and call again. 

From all such visitors he keeps away, 

Nor heeds the fact that they have bills to pay. 

Let him but have of pleasure all his fill — 

At Theatre — Race-course — or, worse places still ; 

Let him but have his "Chums,' and smoke and 

drink; 
Why should he want of Jones and Smith to think 1 
Or, 'mid his revels wish to hear their names 1 
Or, how to-morrow they will meet their claims ? 
What are such trifles to a fool like him, 
The slave of passion and the child of whim ? 
How can we look for any nobler part ? 
A wretch with brainless head and selfish heart. 

Are these things trifles 1 Let me say they're not. 
This rule of lengthened credit is a blot. 
The rich demand it, but with strong disgust 
We sternly brand it cruel and unjust. 
The vicious system thinks of self alone, 
And robs the honest tradesman of his own. 
What though they have no grand ancestral names 1 
Butchers and Bakers have as rightful claims ; 
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And those who leave their bills for years unpaid, 
Their crest dishonour and their rank degrade. 



At one calm moment of his reckless life 

He seemed disposed to mend and take a wife. 

His few more decent friends approved his choice, 

His chums condemned him with united voice. 

A pretty cousin came across his way, 

" A perfect angel,** as the lovers say. 

Never was hapless youth more truly caught, 

So thought ** Mamma," and so avowed her thought. 

Meanwhile the pretty cousin, richly bless'd," 

Says **How he looked," and "how my hand he pressed. »' 

And while her tale of love she proudly tells. 

She dreams of bridesmaids, dress, and marriage-bells 

*' And are you not engaged ? " Tom Scapegrace cries ; 

"You must be. Bob, if we believe our eyes." 

" Engaged? " said Ashfield, " not a bit, my boy ; 

A pretty girl to me is but a toy. 

True, I allow, the thing has serious grown, 

And cost me more than I should like to own. 

But ancient birds are not soon caught, you see, — 

Love is a trifle to a man like me." 

So the poor cousin to her fate must bend, 

And Robert Ashfield be no more than friend. 
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All the sweet nothings from his faithless tongue 
Were but the " trifles " for the fair and young. 
Meanwhile the pretty victim tossed her head, 
And closed her ears to all the jokers said. 
No faded flower was she — no withered leaf — 
She did not pine away and die of grief, 
But hid with woman's tact her wounded pride, 
And lived to bring a husband to her side. 
And friends remarked — for so the story ran — 
She lost a fool and quickly gained a man. 

And yet to play with hearts and scatter dreams, 

Is not the " trifle " which to some it seems. 

What is it surely but the scoundreFs game, 

Too base, — too cruel — for a sense of shame ? 

No " trifle " this — it tells of grief and tears. 

And more — of wounds which are not healed for years. 

And he who thus for pastime will beguile 

The unsuspecting with a villain's smile. 

Is bad indeed — contemptible and vile. 



And so our fast young man went on his way. 
His door besieged with creditors each day. 
Deeper, and deeper still, the spendthrift sank 
With boon companions gambled, smoked, and drank ; 
Till the more decent — and they were but few — 
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In sober moaients pondered and withdrew : 
Glad to escape from scenes where folly reigned, 
And keep what little character remained. 

And what the end? — enough to make one weep,- 
Whate'er we sow that we shall also reap. 
Whispered suspicions found their way about, 
The flight soon followed, and the writs were out. 
He found his refuge in a distant land. 
Not one who shared his sins to grasp his hand. 
Homeless and friendless, and unpitied — worse — 
Bankrupt in health, and character, and purse, 
Cast like a worthless weed upon the shore, 
To rot — to perish — and be seen no more. 

So let our fast young man the truth supply 

And show 'tis easy to believe a lie. 

Things of vast import to the good and wise 

Were but as tiifles to his blinded eyes. 

Esteeming virtue at its lowest price 

He flung the reins upon the neck of vice. 

His friends — degrading to pure lips to name — 

Men trained in vice and women lost to shame, 

Too weak to conquer, and too mad to think. 

Enough the song, the dice-box, and the Drink ; 

Deaf to all counsel, and with one wild thought. 
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" Life shall be merry, though it be but short,' 
No nobler motto than " Begone dull care," — 
The curtain fell with ruin and despair. 

And be it so, but shall we show surprise 
That such profess religion to despise ? 
Well may they trample on its golden rules 
Who only seek the paradise of fools. 
But let them show religion ever made 
A rake in morals or a rogue in trade ! 
Point out the man who lives beneath its sway. 
And reckless throws his character away ! 
Tell us of one who feels its power within, 
Serving the Devil in the ways of sin. 

God give this noble land a race of youth, 
Strong in the force of virtue and of truth ; 
Firm on the ground their sainted fathers trod, 
Faithful to Queen, to Country, and to God ; 
Lovers of home, fragrant with holy joys, 
Where wedded love each sunny hour employs ; 
Wise to perceive, where honour leads the way. 
The One Great Master ever to obey ; 
Nothing a trifle which His praise can win. 
Nothing a trifle which can lead to sin ; 
Always at work — above all vicious scenes. 



24 



TRIFLES. 



Manly enough to live within their means ; 
Ready to give to every man his own, 
And for the Right willing to stand alone. — 
We say of Ashfield — that he lived and died — 
Of these we say, " Behold a Nation's pride ! " 

♦Another scene we draw from social life, 
A couple lately joined as man and wife. 
An ill-matched pair, as none could ever doubt, 
At daggers drawn before a month was out. 

" I do believe," said he, with utter scorn, 
"Of all wrong headed women ever bom, 
Born to torment their husbands, fond and true, 
Not one is half so obstinate as you." 

" Certainly, certainly, I don't demur, 

" You see, how much I contradict you. Sir." 

" Of course you did not contradict to day. 
Oh no, not you, another lady, say." 

" Oh yes, I did," she said, with frowning brow, 

" You did," he shouted, " you admit it now ! " 



-M- The following is a versified form of a sketch wliich appeared in a popular 
periodical several years ago. 
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" If that be contradiction, then I will, 

And, Edward, I will contradict you still. 

If with your nonsense, you will rant and rave, — 

Your wife I may be, but I'm not your slave." 

" Not — not my slave 1 " and, so you mean to say. 
In Blackburn's new built house, over the way, 
Where, but the other day, we made a call. 
There were but fourteen doors, cellar and alii " 

" And I repeat it, sir," the lady said. 

As with a sneering smile she tossed her head ; 

"I say again, what I have said before. 

There are but fourteen doors, and not one more." 

" Well," said the gentleman in wild despair. 
Pacing the room with his dishevelled hair, 
" This is enough — so horrible — so bad — 
To crush man's intellect and drive him mad." 



After a storm a calm, they say, and now 
Edward re-seats himself, with throbbing brow. 
His wife undaunted — ill-disposed to yield, 
Comes to the front — the first upon the field. 

" To Jenkins, I appeal — we met at tea. 
He sat upon the sofa next to me." 
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"Morgan, you surely mean," the husband cried. 
" I do not mean it, sir," his wife replied 

" Well," yelled the gentleman, " upon my word, 
By all that's aggravating and absurd. 
This wife of mine will stick to, if she can, 
Morgan and Jenkins are the self same man." 

" Am I a perfect fool 1 " the wife exclaimed, 
" Concerning Mr. Jenkins I have named ? 
What matters it we had not met before ? 
Can I forget the blue coat that he wore I '' 



" What ! Jenkins in a blue coat did you say ? 
Well that is most outrageous any way, 
For every friend that Jenkins has in town, 
Knows he would die with anything but brown." 

'* And do you charge me. Sir, with telling lies 1 " 
The lady answered, with her tearful eyes. 

" I charge you. Ma'am, with what you sure must be, 

A perfect monster of absurdity. 

A Jenkins in a blue coat ! — silly fool, 

How can I hear such statements and be cool 1 ' 

Enough of this we care no more to note. 
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The fourteen doors or Jenkins' blue coat, 
But after this, not one we need inform 
What wretched trifles can create a storm ; 
Tet on such trifles happiness depends, 
And, uncontitolled, divide the nearest friends ; 
The fruitful cause of matrimonial strife. 
The baneful spring of half the ills of life. 



But there are those — we meet them every day^ 
Whose business is to grumble, come what may. 
A hateful race bom but to vex and teaze. 
Whom none can ever satisfy, or please. 
The meat will never suit the grumbler's taste. 
The sauce is always spoiled, and vile the paste. 
The weather hot — he melted you will see. 
The weather cold — soon frozen will he be. 
If neither hot nor cold, he quickly states 
'Tis just the very weather that he hates. 
No wind from any quarter meets his whim. 
Or blows a breath of cheerfulness to him. 
Now what a being such as this could please ? 
And where excuses for such whims as these ? 
You say he has the gout — is sick and ill, 
A miserable wretch he is, say what you will. 
Has he a wife 1 we surely may hope not, 
God help ih/e woman who has such a lot. 
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As well each day a stinging blister wear, 

As well be joined to some old grisly bear. 

Let the poor woman follow out her bent, 

And leave him, grumbling to his heart's content. 

But there are Female Grumblers sometimes found. 

Pity the man to such in wedlock bound. 

Pleased or displeased, 'twould trouble you to tell, 

No matter whether treated ill or well. 

** No," they will say, when " Yes," is what they mean; 

** Yes," they will say, when " No," is clearly seen ; 

And when they would the most agreeable be, 

Nothing they say, and ring the bell for tea.. 



Out on these grumblers then, of either sex, 
Their's is a mission both to teaze and vex. 
True men of sense will surely laugh outright 
To see what trifles can their wrath excite. 
And yet for these they scatter seeds of strife, 
And take the whole of pleasure out of life. 
They blast the flowers, they drain the rivers dry. 
And bid the birds to neither sing nor fly. 
Heedless of Him who would their praise employ, 
And " giveth all things richly to enjoy." 
But how absurd is grumbling, if it could 
With magic wand change evil into good. 
Then grumble on, and give your tongue no rest, 
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For he who grumbles most wOl do the best. 
But if this grumbling cannot alter things, 
And not one particle of pleasure brings, 
Then let philosophy your course reverse, 
And find your comfort in — it might be worse. 

A true philosopher I would contend 

Is he who suffers what he cannot mend ; 

Who listens calmly to a kitchen crash. 

And meets unruffled a domestic smash. 

Men I have known the cannon's mouth could face, 

Or take the dentist's chair without grimace, 

Quickly aroused into an angry roar 

If six small children held their plates " for more." 

Bravest of brave in troubles really great, 

But fairly conquered by a broken plate. 

Temper is that which varied foes assail, 

And Trifles win where greater things will fail 

Our married couple we will not despise, 
But they are noodles in all thoughtful eyes. 
It had been well had they declined to wed, 
And both remained at boarding-school instead. 
Young lovers quarrel, well, of course they do, 
And are expected to be noodles too. 
But when the favoured finger wears the ring. 
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Life has become a very different thing. 
Romance is over — must be thrown aside, 
A man and woman are together tied. 
They are not angels, and will never be, 
Each will have faults the other should not see. 
Let them beware of the first note of strife 
If they would keep the sweetnesses of life. 

" Bear and forbear " must be the constant rule : 
If one provokes, the other must be cool. 
Two make a quarrel, but if one keeps peace 
The fire will soon bum out, the tempest cease. 
And, beyond all, let married couples know 
Heligion makes the truest home below ; 
Sweetens the current of each day's affairs, 
Sobers its joys, and lightens all its cares ; 
Sustains the flame of pure and sacred love — 
Foretaste of heaven, God's perfect Home above. 

And as the coral reefs in oceans grow. 
Reared by the tiny builders far below. 
So little courtesies are foes to strife, 
And bind the fabric of our social life. 
The man who treats me rudely unprovoked 
Must to conceit or impudence be yoked. 
And such from many sources may arise, 
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For wealth and rank may lowliness despise ; 
Or it may be the mind takes learning's ways, 
And a good man is spoilt by lavished praise. 

The first I count a weakness and deplore, 
For rank can drive no sickness from the door ; 
Neither can millions buy a single breath, 
And prince and peasant are alike in death. 
The last I pity, for the man but shows 
With all his knowledge that he little knows. 
He would be humbler if he sought for more. 
Like mighty Newton on the pebbly shore. 
But with this strong assertion I conclude — 
No man can claim a license to be rude. 
The " small sweet courtesies " we must agree 
Are not such " trifles " as they seem to be. 
If in our actions we could always show 
Manly respect for all, both high and low ; 
If in our words we could be always kind, 
And ever strive to leave no sting behind, 
Soon should we learn how easy 'tis to bless, 
And how much power for good we all possess. 

Count not a trifle that which peace destroys. 
Or can increase the sum of human joys. 
Though but a rushlight yours, oh ! let it shine, 
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If one poor heart is glad, it is divine. 

It may be but a word, a word of love, 

But 'twill be sunshine from the world above. 

Men in their scornful pride may such despise — 

It is no trifle in the Master s eyes. 



Of pious talk our toiling millions tire. 

But loving deeds are what they all admire. 

Poor simple folk may well bewildered be 

With cries, " The Temple of the Lord are we." 

Some beg them see the apostolic line, 

And to the Church's hands their souls resign. 

Some boast of Presbyters — of Bishops some. 

Some to the Baptistry would bid them come. 

Some ask the choice of ** Independent " ways. 

And some would have them join in Wesley's praise. 

We hold no modern hate of sect or creed. 

But who will say they yield us all we need 1 

Where is the man to hand this poor world o'er 

To those with orthodoxy and no more ? 

Philactery broad — long robe — uplifted eyes. 

Boastful of self and ready to despise 

His sinful brother who but smites his breast, 

And trusts in God for mercy and for rest 

Not thus will this dark world be filled with light. 

Not thus will men be won to Truth and Right. 



TRIFLKS. 
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Men are poor critics of the complex Creed, 
But they are judges of the Ohrist-like deed. 
The generous action they can understand, 
And feel the Master's in the Servant's hand. 
But whence the touch that lightens human woes ? 
'Tis in the f* Trifles," as the phrasing goes. 
The trifling word conveyed with gentle tone, 
The trifling gift which springs from love alone, 
The trifling glance shot from the tearful eye. 
The trifling thought struck by a passer-by ; 
These will do more than all logicians' rules, 
More than your Creeds, your colleges, and schools. 
Not that good Doctrine should repel the wise. 
Or that the Churches should their Creeds despise ; 
That were to close at once the sacred page 
Which tells the mind of God from age to age ; 
That were to rouse the sceptic's groundless boast. 
And wreck the ship on some dark error's coast ; 
For lost in depths, where daring swimmers drown, 
A Creedless Church is certain to go down. 
But 'tis the " Faith " that spends itself in pray'rs, 
Heedless of human wants and human cares. 
That men despise, because they do not see 
The " Faith " of Him who walked in Galilee ; 
He, who in words and actions, God revealed, 
The hungry fed — the sick and suffering healed ; 
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Stopped to relieve the beggar by the way ; 
Poured on his blinded eyes the light of day ; 
Cleansed the foul leper — caused the dumb to talk, 
And made the deaf to hear — the lame to walk ; 
Lifted the youthful maiden from her bed, 
And from the rocky tomb brought forth the dead ; 
All to proclaim the- message from above, 
That faith is nothing without deeds of love. 



See, then, our theme this mighty lesson brings, 

That wondrous issues hang on little things. 

To call them " Trifles " is to blind our eyes. 

To treat as such can sui-ely not be wise. 

How would the young escape their shame and guilt? 

If they would learn — life is on trifles built. 

Then woujd they see how much their pleasure turns, 

Not on its great, but on its small concerns. 

Nothing a trifle which can call for prayer ; 

Nothing a trifle which can lessen care ; 

Nothing a trifle which can conquer strife ; 

Nothing a trifle which can sweeten life ; 

Nothing a trifle which can teach to live ; 

Nothing a trifle which a joy can give ; 

Nothing a trifle which a soul can win ; 

Nothing a trifle which can varnish sin ; — 

That were a lesson worth all pains to know. 



TRIFLES. 
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And nsore than School or College could bestow. 
Let us then look each day to have our shares 
Of little griefs, perplexities and cares ; 
The insect-troubles which invade and teaze, 
Reduce our pleasure and destroy our ease. 
Trifles they may be, but they test the man, 
Better than Life's far heavier troubles can. 
Ours is to conquer them, as brave men should, 
Part of our loving discipline of good. 

Here I might close — but one, perhaps, may ask. 

Ere my ambitious muse fulfils her task, 

" Whence have we strength to brace the trembling soul, 

And bring these restless waves beneath control ? " 

Brother, for thee the Saviour bled and died. 

His head was wreathed with thorn, and pierced His side. 

His strength is thine, thine for each coming day. 

And for thy comfort know he leads the way. 

Men in their blindness talk of chance and fate. 

Thine is to pray, to labour, and to wait. 

Take to thyself this truth, and feel its force, 

There are no trifles in the Christian's course. 



Wrought in the web predestined from above, 
Now they must be the mystery of love ; 
But the Great Day shall show divine control, 
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One wondrous, grand, and comprehensive whole. 

Calm in our spirit let us face Life's woes, 

And on the couch of Promise find repose. 

'* Forward ! " our word — each day with faith begun, 

Strong for the nearest duty to be done ; 

Ready to answer to the Master's call, 

That God, our Saviour, " may be all in all." 




"THAT GREAT CITY." 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



"THAT GREAT CITY." 

Would'st thou win an honoured name 1 
Nobly fill thy narrow span ; 

Would'st thou earn thy meed of fame 1 
Do thy duty, brother man. 

Mighty talents are not thine, 

Be it so, it matters not ; 
Let thy little rushlight shine, 

Though but lonely be thy lot. 

Must thou mingle with the strife ] 

Busy feet and voices loud 1 
'Mid the throb of City life 1 

Be not hidden in the crowd. 
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" THAT GRRAT CITY. " 



Look around thee where thou art, 
Take thy stand for Truth and Right ; 

Cheer some sad and weary heart, 
Turn the darkness into light. 



On the flags of the Exchange 
Be not overwhelmed with care, 

Let no thought of God be strange, 
Feel and own His presence there. 

Mark the living tide that rolls, 
Like the Mersey to the sea ; 

Bushing tide of deathless souls. 
Onward to Eternity. 

Some from India's burning sun, 
Some from Af ric's desert wide ; 

Ask thyself what thou hast done 

For these souls for which Christ died ] 

Shoeless " Arabs " rude and wild. 
Friendless girls of guilt and shame ; 

Hast thou seen thy Father's child ? 
Hast thou striven to reclaim 1 
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Has yon mansion all thy thoughts 

Where each breeze brings priceless health 1 

Hast thou none for fevered courts 
Near the source of all thy wealth 1 

Would'st thou have the Master's praise ? 

Hearts are sad and eyes are dim ; 
He beholds with pitying gaze, 

What thou dost, oh ! do for Him. 

Strangely mingled is the scene, 
Much of human shame and woe ; 

Yet amidst it all have been 
Angels passing to and fro. 



Deeds of pure, unselfish love. 

Point to where their feet have trod ; 

Leading men to realms above. 
To the City of our God. 
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NATURE'S NOBILITY. 

Toil is a blessing, not a curse, 

When it no injustice brings ; 
Give me a song of honest verse 

Which of labour gladly sings ; 
Envy not those who live at ease, 

And their life-course idly run ; 
But rather the man that daily sees 

What his own right hand hath done. 



No scorn have we for noble rank 

When adorned with noble deeds ; 
And when with thousands in the Bank 

It can think of other's needs. * 
And none have we for those who toil, 

And, though poor, contentment learn ; 
Who just as nobly till the soil, 

And live on the bread they earn. 



nature's nobilfty. 
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" Honour to whom honour is due/' 

Wherever true worth is found ; 
Whether it be the favoured few, 

Or the toiling millions round. 
To virtue we would give reward, 

Let who will gladden our sight ; 
The ploughman need not fear the lord 

If he will but do the right. 

To skulk, to beg, to steal, to drink, 

Is the evil seed to sow ; 
Tis to stand on the awful brink 

With despair and death below. 
The forge, the loom, the mine, the farm, 

To the noblest efforts brace ; 
There is strength in the well-used arm. 

And health in the moistened face. 



It is not for us to despise 

The poor — ^the low — ^the unknown ; 
For have we not seen them rise 

To wealth they have made their own 1 
But it may not be well to live 

To hold broad acres of land ; 
So better than all is to give 

The grip of an hcmest hand. 



N. 
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"SING MK A bairn's HYMN." 45 

" Sing me a bairn's hymn," 

An old man asks no more ; 
It brings me back dear friends, 

" Not lost, but gone before." 
It lifts me to the choir. 

In yon bright home above ; 
There let me be a child 

In lowliness and love. 
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LUTHER. 



Bom NoTomlwr 10, U88. 



While we sing the wondrous story, 

Freedom's battle fought and won, 
Thine, great God, be all the glory 

For the work which Thou hast done. 
Yon poor monk, by few befriended. 

In Thy mighty strength arose ; 
"Weak — alone — and undefended. 

Stood that monk before his foes. 



His to open sacred pages. 

His to rouse to holy strife. 
His to break the sleep of ages, 

His to bring the dead to life. 
Yet not his the thought of merit. 

No — all glory to the Lord ; 
Clothed with courage by Thy Spirit, 

Armed with nothing but Thy Word. 



LUTHEB. 
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Not again the night of error, 

Priests about our hearth and home ; 
Not again the slavish terror 

'Neath the tyranny of Rome. 
In Thy might the spell was broken, 

Clouds of darkness rolled away ; 
Now we watch each welcome token 

Of the promised " perfect day ! " 



Luther Uves !-his name undying 

Dwells within the hearts of men ; 
But it was on Thee relying 

That he wrought with tongue and pen. 
" Yet not I," we hear him saying, 

" Yet not I,"— God gave the call ; 
I, through grace alone, obeying, 

Christ, my Saviour, and my all." 
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OLD CHRISTMAS. 

Wk greet thee, old Christmas, 

And welcome art thou ; 
Thy locks are all ice-bound, 

And wrinkled thy brow. 
We'll' bang up the holly. 

And bring out the cheer. 
What hearts can be joyless 

When Christmas is here 1 

The Ohurch-bells are ringing, 

And well may they ring ; 
Their song is the carol 

That angels could sing. 
And peace is their message. 

And love is their theme ; 
For Jesus — our Saviour, — 

Was bom to redeem. 



OLD CHRISTMAS. 

Hurrah, then, for Ohristmas ! 

The greetings go round ; 
Old friends are together, 

Let laughter abound. 
But sadness comes o'er us 

At days that have been ; 
The chairs are now vacant — 

The faces unseen. 

But be not forgetful, 

Let no hearts be cold. 
And think of the needy. 

The young, and the old. 
Oh ! let us cast sunshine 

Where sunshine is rare ; 
For cupboards are empty. 

And tables are bare. 

Go, seek the young " Arab," 

Worn, hungry, and wild ; 
The waif on Life's pathway. 

And " Nobody's Child." 
He is not past feeling, 

Though nourished in crime ; 
Just try him with kindness 

At this Ohristmas-time. 
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OXiD C^RISTMA3. 



Be merry — ^yet sober, — 

The shadows draw on, 
Like friends who are missing 

We soon shall be gone. 
We'll tread our path bravely. 

Be gentle and kind ;— 
So write oujf names deeply 

On hearts left behind. 






"the ory prom apar." 
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"THE ORY FROM AFAR." 

What is this that thrills me, 

Stealing through the air 1 
Sounds from court and alley, 
Sounds from hill and valley, 
Bom of grief and care. 

Oh ! what cries of sorrow 
Oome upon the breeze ; 

Bringing tales of sadness, 

Self-inflicted madness, 
God in heaven sees. 



See yon princely mansion, 
Once its owner's pride ; 
Lord of thousands wasted. 
Bitter fruit he tasted. 
Ask not how he died. 



I 

1 
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"thb cry from afab." 



What of splendid genius, 

Tme celestial fire ; 
That which God has lighted, 
Man has quenched and slighted, 

Bmied in the mire. 

What is this that thrills me t 

Bitter sounds of woe ; 
Babes for bread are crying. 
Fathers, Mothers, dying. 
Stricken by the foe. 

Oh ! Thou blessed Savionr, 

Thou must come again ; 
See our spirits languish. 
Stay this tide of anguish. 
Come, dear Lord, and reign. 
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THE OLD YEAR AND THE NEW. 

Bury the old year, 
Bury the dead out of sight ; 

Tread softly — for death is here, 
And dark and dreary the night. 
List to the solemn sound 

From the old Church tower near ; 
And mark the stillness round — 

Bury the Old Year. 



Bury the Old Year, 
Bury its sorrow and sin ; 

Gone all its doubt and fear. 
Oh ! keep up the light within. 
Hide all its angry strife. 

Its every sigh and tear ; 
Dead is the past of life — 

Bury the Old Year. 
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"TffR OLD YEAR AND THE NEW.'' 



Welcome the New Year, 
Welcome its first faint ray ; . 

Greet with a hearty cheer 
The dawn of the hidden day. 
Ring out the merry chime, 

Let the notes be sharp and clear j 
Have faith in the coming time — 
Welcome the New Year ! 

Welcome the New Yeaj' 1 
Welcome its path unseen ; 

Some days will be sad and drear, 
As days in the Past have been. 
Let duty be bravely done, 

To a Father's heart so dear ; 
What matter — ^the cloud or sun ^ 

Welcome the New Year ! 



1 
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HEROES. 

What is a hero 1 — say — and none 
Oan tell me where the answer lies ; 

He — worshipped as a god by one — 
Is pasteboard in another's eyes. 

Men crown thee " Hero," wreathe thy brow, 
But slave thou art to passion wild ; 

They call thee great, but small art thou, 
They think thee pure, but thou'rt defiled. 



True, thou art praised by tongue and pen, 
Thou liv'st in song and marble bust ; 

True, thou hast conquered hosts of men, 
But thou art conquered by thy lust. 

How is the fine gold dimmed by wrong ? 

Thy heart to vile temptation yields ; 
Though thou hast raised the victor's song 

Upon a hundred battle-fields. 
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I knew a man, and brave was he, 

Braver than thou with all thy might ; 

He c<mqu€red self — which e'er will be 
The hardest battle one can fight. 

He was not rich, and yet no gold 

The calm and heavenly mind could buy ; 

He was not great, and yet, great-souled, 
He had his record down on high. 

He moved within a narrow sphere. 
But lived to think of others' needs ; 

He slept each night with conscience clear, 
And filled each day with kindly deeds. 

Always at work, and always bright. 
His face was as the golden sun ; 

Before it fled the shades of night, 
For every day saw duty done. 

Always at heart his country's good. 
He turned deaf ears to party cries ; 

Firm on the rock of Truth he stood. 
And paid no heed to cant and lies. 



H 
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Thus then he lived, and thus he died, 
A pure sweet life unstained by guilt ; 

Of him we speak with honest pride — 
Call tlds man " Hero " if thou wilt. 



E 
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CHRISTMAS BELLS. 

Set the bells of Christmas ringing, 
Sound the news o'er land and sea ; 

Hear once more the angels singing 
Peace, Goodwill, on earth to be. 

Lift the Name above all others, 
For " the Prince of Life '' is He ! 

Christ our King for ever ! 



Shepherds heard the wondrous story 

Told by angel-lips to them ; 
Eastern eyes beheld the glory 

Of the Babe of Bethlehem. 
Saw the brow of Mary's infant 

Wreathed as with a diadem. 

Christ our King for ever! 



CHRISTMAS BELLS. 
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Come, ye nations all adoring, 
Like the pilgrim-band of old ; 

At His feet thy treasures pouring — 
Myrrh, and frankincense, and gold. 

Bring the best that ye can find Him, 
Nothing let thy heart withhold. 

Christ our King for ever ! 



Send the news of peace and gladness 
Till it spans the wide world o'er ; 

Cheer the heart bowed down with sadness, 
Bid the tearful weep no more. 

Ring the blessed Christmas tidings ! 
Worship, magnify, adore ! 

Christ our King for ever ! 



Sad the heart that ne'er rejoices, 

" Christmas comes but once a year ; " 

Wake the children's merry voices 
With the sight of Christmas cheer. 

For His sake, whose life was blessing, 
Spread thy bounty far and near. 

Christ our King for ever ! 
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Not as yet have sin and sorrow 
Bent beneath His loving sway ; 

But the sun of some to-morrow 
All these clouds shall chase away. 

We will wait with faith and patience— 
Come thou great and glorious Day ! 

Christ our King for ever ! 



GOOD WISHES. 
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GOOD WISHES. 



May the year that dawiis to-day 
Scatter flowers along thy way. 
May the hand, to beauty skilled, 
Show thy dearest wish fulfilled, 
And the orange blossoms twine 
Gaily round that brow of thine. 
May each day, with setting sun, 
See each duty bravely done. 
And the light from realms above 
Wrap the home of wedded love. 
So be thine, as years increase, 
Christ's own legacy of peace. 
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"OUT OF HARNESS." 



Far from the stir — ^the din — the strife, 
The busy mart — the crowded street ; 

Amid sweet Nature's budding life 
I welcome everything I meet. 

Parsonic cares are left behind, 

And out of sight are out of mind. 

Far away from the City roar 
I really feel as free as air ; 

IVe not a beggar at my door, 
And not a sermon to prepare. 

I read — I sleep — I sit — I walk — 

I envy not His Grace of York. 

IVe no Committees — think of that ! — 
And nothing left to vex and teaze ; 

IVe only to put on my hat 

And wander just where'er I please. 

I stand at lea.st two inches higher, 

And look as mighty as the Squire. 



"out of harness." 
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My chat is of the hay and com, 
I might a hundred acres keep ; 

I really might be country-bom 
I talk so much Of cows and sheep. 

To pigs and poultry fancy bends, 

And all the ducks are bosom friends. 

How simple are my pleasures now, 

The cocks and hens are more than books ; 

I gaze with rapture on a cow. 

And watch with ecstasy the rooks. 

I find delight in hill and dale, 

And every dog that wags his tail 

So let the village gape and stare, 

The wondering lads take off their caps ; 

There's something in the parson's air, 
They take me for a Bishop, — 'praps. 

So let the simple folk remain. 

Till harnessed I'm at work again. 



BOSBETT, April, 1884. 
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LEOPOLD. 

In remembranoe of the Meeting of the Ck>anoil of Edaoation, held in 
8t George's Hall, Liverpool, at which the Prince deUvered his last 
pnblio address. 

'Twas but the other day he stood 

The full ideal of a brave young knight ; 
One of a royal brotherhood, 
A worthy son of " Albert the Grood," 
Valiant for justice, truth, and right. 

Methinks I see him as he spake 

Those deep calm words of richest truth ; 

Loved for his queenly mother's sake, 

Yet of the true heroic make, 

He was himself a princely youth. 



His^was a mind beyond its years. 

Taught how to use the wealth it knows ; 

His was a heart that ever cheers. 

Touched with the griefs, and pains, and tears, 
Which fill the tide of human woes. 



LEOPOLD. 
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Now he is gone — and does but seem 

A meteor flashing through the sky ; 
A vision in a pleasant dream, 
A leaf upon a rushing stream, 

A flower that blooms that it may die, 



" Gone, and how soon," our hearts would say 
But let no murmuring thought arise, 

His was a feeble house of clay, 

God has the tenant borne away. 
And He is loving, kind, and wise. 
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THE DIVINE CALL. 

Shrink not from toil, 

Long not for rest, 
Work is the soil 

Where souls grow best ; 
Welcome the flow'rs 

When hearts are glad, 
Welcome the hours 

When hearts are sad. 



Bitter or sweet, 

Each moment seize ; 
Life's duties meet, 

Ask not for ease. 
Do what is right, 

Let who will see; 
And Christ's own light 

Shall fall on thee. 



THE DIVINE CALL. 
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Cast in thy way 

Is yonder heap; 
A waif and stray, 

A wand'ring sheep. 
Do not despair, 

Turn not aside, 
A soul is there 

For whom Christ died. 

The room of death. 

The child of sin, 
The fevered breath. 

The leprous skin. 
Christ owned each claim, 

Oh ! take thy part; 
Thou hast His name, — 

Hast thou His heart ? 



Christian ! 'tis thine 

That life to read. 
And thus to shine 

In word and deed. 
The night is near. 

The shadow falls; 
Oh ! Christian, hear! 

The Master calls I 
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Doubt not the end, 

Christ's word is sure, 
He is thy Friend, 

Thou must endure. 
Shrink not from loss, 

Meet the world's frown; 
First comes the Cross, 

Then comes the Crown ! 



WYCLIFFE. 
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WYCLIFFE. 

" Thk Morning Star of the Bsfobikation." 

Died 1884. 

Sung at Exeter Hall on the occasion of the Wyoliile Gommemoration. 



Filled with a nation's woes. 
Firm in the face of foes, 

Nobly he stood ; 
Bom in the depth of night, 
Moved by the sense of right. 
Forth came " the Star " so bright — 

Wycliffe, the Good ! 



Pope, Bishop, Priest and Friar, 
Kindled the martyr-fire, 

Having with hate ; 
His was to preach one Name, 
His the one Gross proclaim, 
Man of undying fame — 

Wycliffe, the Great ! 
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Grod's word in every hand, 
God's light throughout the land, 

Flooding men's eyes. 
Free as the air he breathed, 
This his brave heart bequeathed, 
Oh, let his brow be wreathed — 

Wycliffe, the Wise ! 



Wonders our God hath wrought. 
Fathers for freedom fought, 

England to save ; 
Heroes of God's own mould. 
Humble — ^but stout and bold, 
Like to this man of old — 

Wycliffe, the Brave ! 



Sons of a mighty past 
On ye are duties cast, 

Oleave to the Word. 
Would ye escape the rod ? 
Tread where your fathers trod, 
Firm in the truth of God ! 

Strong in the Loixi ! 



WYCLIFPB. 
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So may we find repose, 
Compassed with many foes, 

In God's dear Son : 
Then, when the Lord appears, 
Gone all our doubts and fears, 
Welcome shall greet our ears, 

" Servant — well done ! " 
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THE TWO SIDES. 



MODERATION. 

Prithee, neighbour, why this crotchet 1 

Talk like this is not for me. 
Where the reason for refusing 
What I use without abusing ? 
Really, friend, I cannot see. 



True, I had a noble brother, 

Handsome, clever, frank, and gay ; 
Who, but for that reckless passion, 
Borne along by custom — fashion — 

Might have blessed the world to-day. 



THE TWO SIDES. 
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I have seen the princely fortune 

Scattered in a few brief years ; 
Gone — the splendid reputation, 
Gone — for Drink and Dissipation, 
'Mid the bitter grief and tears. 

But for this to shun " God's creature " 

Seems illogical — unwise ; 
Let me hate all vile excesses. 
And accept each gift God blesses, 
But not one let me despise. 

Keep thy strong and earnest teaching 
For the wretched slave of wine ; 
I, secure in firm resistance. 
Would enjoy a free existence, 
Let the middle path be mine. 



TOTAL-ABSTINENCB. 

Friend, there was a mighty teacher, 

And of Him we both have read ; 
He was great, and wise, and holy. 
Yet was poor, and meek, and lowly — 
" Had not where to lay his head." 
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THE TWO SIDES. 



He had lived from everlasting, 

He was Lord of land and sea, 
Yet a humble garb disguised Him, 
Men both hated and despised Him- 
Wanderer of Galilee. 



Hast thou probed the mighty secret 

Why the " rich " became the " poor " 1 

Hast thou seen the Lord of Glory 

In the Christ of Gospel-story 1 

Hast thou knocked at Mercy's door 1 



Hast thou gazed in faith's pure vision 
On His wounded hands and side 1 
Heard the voice of Friend and Lover, 
As the darkening Sun drew over 1 — 
" Twas for thee I lived and died." 



Is there not for us a lesson 1 

Where is self in such a scene 1 

Art not thou thy brother's keeper ? 

See him sinking deeper — deeper — 

What he is tliou mightst have been. 



THE TWO SIDES. 
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Hast thou not a pulse of pity ] 

Wouldst thou not the drunkard gain 1 
Ohrist/or thee was self-denying ! 
Christ /or tliee was bleeding-dying ! — 

For thy brother^s sake abstain. 
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THE GREAT TEACHER. 

And who is this, with loving eyes, 

And voice of tender tone ? 
Tis One whom lettered Scribes despise, 

And Pharisees disown. 
And yet what crowds their guides foi-sake I 

For since the world began 
Not one — the wisest — ever spake 

Like this poor lonely man. 

Not like Philosophers, whose words 

But mystify the mind ; 
He takes His lesson from the birds. 

And there his text can find. 
The modest lily growing near 

The Preacher can employ ; 
And all to lessen human fear. 

And add to human joy. 



1 
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" See you the dwellers of the air 1 

They sow not, neither reap ; 
And yet they have a Father's care, 

A Father's thoughtful keep. 
Think you the Gk)d that thus supplies 

The sparrows day by day„ 
To such as you the food denies *? — 

Are you not more than they ? 

" See you the lilies at your side 1 

Theirs is a life of ease ; 
Yet Solomon, in all his pride. 

Was not arrayed like these. 
Think you that God who made them fair. 

With beauty clothed them all. 
Will leave His much-loved people bare 1 — 

Why is your faith so small 1 " 

What marvel that the toiling crowd, 

Burdened with doubt and fear, 
Should tell their wond'ring thoughts aloud. 

Gathered from far and near 1 
What marvel that they press around 

This " Branch " of Judah's Tribe 1 
For no such Teacher had they found 

In Pharisee or Scribe. 
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THE GREAT TEACHER. 



And though the world grows old and gray, 

These wise and loving words 
Recall, upon Life's darkest day, 

The lilies and the birds. 
When hope is weak, and faith is diiu, 

That lonely man we'll see ; 
And cast our every cai'e on Him — 

The Christ of Galilee ! 



THE FRINGED CLOUD. 
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THE FRINGED CLOUD. 

The light that fringes yonder cloud 

Is a sweet voice to me ; 
It tells me of my Father's smile 
When shadows rest on me awhile ; 
It bids me — when the heart is bowed- 

The Sunshine see. 
So will I trust — unworthy — vile — 
As in my darkest path I stand, 
And trace my loving Father's hand. 



Then let me listen to that voice 

From the uplifted veil ; 
Thus have I thought, in good and ill, 
Thus do I think, believing still ; 
Thus may my grateful heart rejoice, 

Love cannot fail. 
So would I do my Father's will 
Let cloud or sunshine mark my way, 
And look for the eternal day. 



80 



THE GOLDEN WEDDING. 



THE GOLDEN WEDDING. 

Come sit you down — for fifty years, dear wife, 

weVe lived to see, 
Since Parson Adams came to church to marry 

you and me : 
The step of youth has surely gone, our hair is 

thin and grey ; ' 

But the light of love is in our eyes as on our 

Wedding-day. 

What though I have an older look and wrinkles 

on my brow? 
This heart of mine is youthful still, and goes 

" a-courting " now : 
And yours, in spite of time and care, is just as 

warm, I know, 
For I feel the pressure of your hand like fifty 

years ago. 



THE GOLDEN WEDDING. 
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What though some days have shadowed been, 

and friends lie in the grave ! 
Well only think of that bright day when " Hand 

and Heart " we gave. 
Day of all days, the sweetest, best, we never can 

forget, 
And now, though fifty years have passed, un- 

darkened by regret. 

Go, fetch me down my Bible, dear, and bring my 

glasses, pray. 
And let me find the very place that teUs our 

Wedding-day : 
Our children's birthdays all are there, now men 

and women grown, 
And working hard, and doing well, with children 

of their own. 



Then let me draw up to your side, as I was wont 

to do. 
When the blush of youth was on my cheek, and 

I went courting you ; 
Our boys and girls will soon be here — we asked 

them all, you know, 
To come and keep our Wedding-day — just fifty 

years ago. 
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WHAT I WANT. 

I want my faith to rest on simple promise, 
On the bare word of Christ, enough for me ; 

I want my love to cling to one dear Saviour, 
And mould my life to what it ought to be. 

I want my zeal to spend itself in service, 

Warmed by the touch of human brotherhood ; 

I want my joy to wear no shade of sadness, 
Cheered by "the luxury of doing good." 

I want my peace to flow on as a river. 
The mirrored sun upon its bosom clear ; 

I want my hope to be for ever soaring 
Bird-like to yonder purer, brighter sphere. 

I want to ti-ead this earth a girded pilgrim ; 

I want my lamp sustained with oil of grace ; 
I want to shake the dust from off my sandals ; 

I want to see my Saviour face to face. 



PROMISED STRENGTH. 
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PROMISED STRENGTH. 

Not as I will, but as Thou wilt, 

Mark out my way ; 
Unworthy through my sin and guilt. 

And prone to stray. 
Restrain, O Lord, my wandering feet. 

Keep by my side ; 
In lonely dell or crowded street 

Be thou my Guide. 



As 'neath the Sun the breathing flowers 

Shrink as with pain ; 
And when the cloud dissolves in showers 

Look up again : 
So in the sunny paths of life 

Love is subdued ; 
While faith emerges from the strife 

With strength renewed. 
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Saviour, to thee, enthroned above, 

I lift my eyes ; 
And what I ask, I know 'tis love 

Grants or denies. 
It is not mine to make the choice, 

Thou judgest best ; 
Decide for me and I rejoice, 

In either bless'd. 



So in the battle-fields of life 

I fear no ill ; 
If but unconquered in the strife 

I do Thy wiU. 
Let me in heart and life be Thine, 

Where'er I be ; 
Though in a comer, let me shine 

Only for Thee. 



THE DAYS LONG, LOKQ AGO. 
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THE DAYS LONG, LONG AGO. 

My back is bent, my hair is white, 

Old age is creeping on ; 
My feeble step, my fading sight. 

Tell me how much has gone. 
But oh ! the scenes of joy and pain 

Which make my bosom glow ; 
I live among those scenes again — 

The days long, long ago. 



Much I can see can make me sad 

In this poor world of change ; 
But I have much to make me glad 

In memory's wider range. 
The past is not a blank to me. 

And Time's great stream must flow ; 
The light upon the hill I see — 

The days long, long ago. 



1 
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THE DAYS LONG, LONG AGO. 



Have I not friends in heaven's choir 

Whose lips sweet praise employs ? 
Do they not bid me come up higher, 

And share their boundless joys *? 
Theirs is a happier, brighter clime 

Than e'er they found below, 
So let me link the coming time 

With days long long ago. 



J 
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AT HOREB. 



What doest thou here, Elijah ? '*— 1. Kikos, xix, 9. 



I felt one day as if my faith were dying 

Down to the very soil, 
And I could give myself to grief and sighing, 

With sense of fruitless toil ; 

I felt as if my feeble life were aimless, 

Only an empty sound, 
And I the while were profitless and shameless, 

A cumberer of the ground. 

I felt as if the earth were slowly gliding 

Under my weary feet, 
And I could find no more a place of hiding 

In Christ's own word, so sweet. 

But as I mused a voice, though soft and tender. 

Awoke my heart with fear ; 
I trembled as a self-convinced offender, 

" What doest thou hei-e "l " 
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Then I thought — as no word I dared to utter, 

How on a wintry mom ; 
I had plucked a poor sad waif from the gutter, 

All friendless and forlorn. 

Ah ! that sweet voice had filled my heart with 
sorrow, 
For my unworthy fears, 
But it had wreathed with hope the coming 
morrow, 
And wiped away my tears. 

It had taught me Life's great lesson— the clearest 

No longer to repine, 
'And sent me to the duty lying nearest. 

Trusting to strength divine. 



"praise ye the lord." 
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** PRAISE YE THE LORD." 



A HARVEST HYMN. 



Giver of good, to Thee we raise 
Our loud united song of praise ! 
From Thee have come the sun and rain, 
From Thee the fields of golden grain : 

Our lips declare 

Thy gracious care, 
As Autumn brings Thy gifts again. 

Not by the art of men, well skilled. 
Are all the nation's gamers filled ; 
We look above the reaper-band. 
And trace our Father's gen'rous Hand : 

Thy love Divine 

In com and vine. 
And all the blessings on the land. 



G 
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"PRAISE YE THE LORD." 



Oh, may Thy burdened sheaves that yield 
Food from the glorious harvest field, 
Tell us of treasures that appear, 
New from Thy hand each circling year : 

Thy gifts we see 

So fresh and free. 
How can we harbour doubt or fear ? 



Father, we pray Thee still to bless. 
Be Thou our shield from all excess ; 
Enriched in basket and in store. 
With grateful hearts we^ll sing and soar. 

And daily long. 

With nobler song, 
In Heaven to praise for evermore. 



CHEERY WORDS TO A YOUITG HEART. 
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CHEERY WORDS TO A YOUNG HEART. 



Little maiden, blithe and gay, 
Laugh and gambol while you may. 
He who gave the rose its bloom 
Would not shade your face with gloom ; 
He who taught the birds to sing 
In your heart would plant no sting. 
See, the sunny heavens above, 
Shining forth in light and love. 
Will you listen in your glee, 
Little maiden, now to me ? 
Only those have hearts at ease 
Who their loving Father please ! 
Only those in peace abide 
Who have Jesus at their side. 
May your lips be filled with song, 
Happy as the day is long ! 
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THE WEDDING-DAY. 

Change is in sky, and land, and sea, 
Change comes with the birth of things ; 

One thing abides unchanged with me — 
The love that a true heart brings. 

And that, dear wife, 
Is the love my true heart brings. 



The tides of ocean ebb and flow. 

And the storm-clouds sink and rise ; 

One thing is steadfast, as I know. 
The love in a true wife's eyes. 

And mine, dear wife. 
Is the love in thine own eyes. 



THE WEDDING-DAY. 



93 



Some hands may lose the warmth of old, 
Like the fleeting summer rays ; 

But one warm hand is never cold — 
The hand of Love's early days. 

And mine, dear wife, 
Is the hand of early days. 

AtiguU 14thi 1885. 
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"ON THE WING." 



"ON THE WING." 

Sweet land of lake and mountain, 
Where power and beauty dwell ; 

Where joy springs like a fountain, 
And hearts with rapture swell. 

Yon snow-crowned peaks above me, 

To deep emotion move me ; 

Yet thoughts of those who love me, 
Of something deeper tell. 



This is the time for resting, 
The hour of sweet repose ; 
But there's a time for breasting 

Life's rushing tide of woes. 
Oh, be it mine to borrow 
Hope for the coming morrow, 
Bending beneath each sorrow, 
Enough — my Father knows. 



"ON THE WING." 
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If with this peace and beauty 

The wide world could be bJess'd, 
Where then the field of duty ? 

The fight before the rest ? 
No, no, my spirit, ponder. 
Not thus the child should wander, 
Think of the mansion yonder ! 
Our Father must know best. 

Brother, though worn and weary, 

Scatter sweet flowers along ; 
Have faith in men — be cheery, 
Gladden thy way with song. 
Be firm when bad men press thee. 
Be kind when some distress thee. 
Take care, that all may bless thee, 
Ever the foe of wrong. 



Qrindblwald, 

Switzerland. 
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"BE STRONG." 

"^e strong " — nothing the wind can shake, 
Men of the time heroic make ; 
Do what thou doest with thy might, 
Faithful to virtue, truth, and right. 
''Be strong/'' 

" Be strong " — Not in thyself indeed, 
Thy strength is as the broken reed ; 
Hear David his sad story tell. 
And mark how valiant Peter fell. 
'' Be strong /'' 



' i 
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" Be strong " — when Satan spreads his snare, 
"Drink! Drink!" he cries, "and drown thy 

care." 
Dash to the earth the cup of woe. 
And hurl defiance at thy foe ! 
''Be strong/" 
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" Be strong " — not for thyself alone, 
But for the weak so soon overthrown ; 
He, who for others self can give. 
Has learned the secret how to live. 
'' Be strong f' 

" Be strong " — though mighty hosts oppose, 
With face of flint confront thy foes ; 
Though all the world thy cause disown, 
For Truth and Duty stand alone. 
'' Be strmg /'' 



**Be strong " — and let thy strength be grace, 
Fight the good fight, and run the race. 
Christ fi-om His throne of love looks down — 
His be the glory, thine the crown ! 
''Be strong/" 
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FOR MY SAKE — THAT ALONE. 
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"FOR MY SAKE— THAT ALONE." 

" Deal gently for My sake with the young man."~2 Sam. xvin. 5. 

Fathbe, for Him I plead, 

And Thou wilt hear me pray, 
Did I not suffer-bleed, 

To wash his sins away 1 . 
Nothing has he to give, 

Nothing that can atone ; 
Father, oh ! let him live — 

" For My sake — that alone." 



A wanderer he has been, 

Out on the mountain wild ; 
Far on the path of sin, 

And yet he is Thy child. 
Out on the thorny track. 

All tangled and unknown ; 
Father, oh ! bring him back, 

" For My sake — that alone." 
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FOR MY SAKE — THAT ALONE, 
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Long has he tried Thy grace, 

With proud and stubborn will ; 
Long has he shunned Thy face, 

The face of kindness still. 
Thy proffered love renew, 

And break the heart of stone ; 
Father, all pride subdue, 

" For My sake — that alone." 

Has not My blood been shed 

On the accursed tree ? 
Have I not in his stead 

Suffered on Calvary ? 
Oh ! do not yet restrain 

The mercy Thou hast shown ; 
Father — attempt again — 

" For My sake — that alone." 



Times there have been when fears 

Possessed his weary soul ; 
And filled his eyes with tears, 

Beyond his strong control. 
Surely some good was there. 

Or why that sigh — that groan ? 
Father, the sinner spare — 

" For My sake— that alone." 
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FOR MY SAKE — ^THAT ALONE. 
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Yes, I am sure Thou wilt, 
Thou canst not weary be ; 

The cry of conscious guilt 
Shall yet ascend to Thee. 

Millions Thy grace have braved, 
And lived that grace to own ; 



Father, Thy child is saved ! 
" For My sake — ^that alone ! " 



" PUSH ALONG, KEEP MOVING." 
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"PUSH ALONG, KEEP MOVING." 



Up, ye giant men of thought ! 

Awaken from your slumber ! 
England needs ye, and ye ought 

To form a goodly number. 
Nightly phantoms steal away, 
Watch the beams of dawning day, 
Shadows lessen one by one. 
Streamlets glisten in the sun. 

With one voice approving ; 
Whis'pring in the balmy gale — 
Men of thought, why shorten sail 1 

" Push along, keep moving ! " 
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Toon it is to lead tlie van ! 

Toon to feed the flame ; 
Forward ! 'tis the cause of man, 

Where's a nobler aim 1 
Ignorance shall hide her head. 
Mingle with the silent dead. 
See the hopes of knowledge rise 
Full of rapture to the skies, 

Conscience all approving. 
Join at once, both small and great, 
Men of thought, why hesitate ? 

" Push along, keep moving I " 



8ome rail against, with tongue and pen, 

Monopoly in com, 
And yet would cramp the minds of men 

Because they're humbly bom. 
Education like the air. 
Asks for freedom everywhere. 
Soon may all, both high and low, 
Rich and poor its blessings know, 

Nature all approving. 
Throw all selfish pride away, 
Men of thought, bring on the day, 

" Push along, keep moving ! " 
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PUSH ALONG, KEEP MOVING." 
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Thousands cheer the approaching car, 

Hail the coming hour ; 
" Human progress " sounds from far. 

Full of mighty pow'r. 
Up and doing ! day has shone, 
Urge it on ! oh, urge it on ! 
Temperance is full in view, 
War will soon diminish too ! 

As each year improving. 
Each man who for his brother feels. 
Lends both his hands to turn the wheels, 

" Push along, keep moving ! " 
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"LIFT UP YOUB HEARTS. 
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Fathsb, it may be that I need temptation. 

To show the weakness that my pride concealed ; 
If it must be so, hear my supplication. 
Let me not yield. 

Or, it may be, I meet some wavering brother 

Charmed by the banquet's revelry and song ; 
Not for myself alone, but for another, 
Let me be strong. 

Or, it may be, that some in fiery trial 

Ask with a piteous cry the hand to save ; 
Give me the Cross of Christ-like self-denial — 
Let me be brave. 

Or, it may be, I hear the Y^ail of anguish 

Borne from some weary broken heart to mine ; 
Let not the flame of hope within me languish — 
The work is Thine ! 



"BE ZEALOUS." 
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BE ZEALOUS.' 



Strength of Israel, kindly aid us, 

May we now Thy presence feel ; 
Hear how scornful foes upbraid us 

With our wild ungovemed zeal. 
Pulses move with languid measure 

With no strong emotion stirred ; 
But who thinks of calm or leisure 

When the cry for help is heard 1 

God of mercy, love, and power, 

We are Thine, for ever claimed ; 
Let us not in danger's hour 

Be of burning zeal ashamed. 
Oh ! the human wrecks all shattered, 

Cast upon Life's rocky shore ; 
Noble vessels — broken — scattered — 

Lost to Thee for evermore ! 
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Father, multitudes are drifting 

To the breakers while they boast ; 
But how few, the light uplifting. 

Warn them of the treacherous coast. 
Long the slaves of lust and fashion, 

Rend their fetters — set them free ; 
Use us in Thy deep compassion. 

Thine shall all the glory be ! 
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"LAID ASIDE." 

" Laid aside." 
Two little words soon spoken ; 

Where is pride, 
When health is shattered-broken 1 
Yet they tell of a gentle hand 
Stretched from the bright and better Land ; 
A voice from 'mid the cherubim, 
Even the tender tones of Him, 
Who all His people's sorrow bears, 
And moulds, and fashions, and prepares, 
With love's most precious token. 
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" Laid aside." 
Bereft of health's dear treasure ; 

The passing tide 
Can bring to us no pleasure. 
What is the world at such a time 1 
The spirit seeks a purer clime, 
It shakes the dust from weary feet, 
Hastens its loving Lord to meet, 
Finding in His dear love true rest ; 
Joy, refuge, peace upon His breast — 
In full and wondrous measure, 

" Laid aside." 
Yet call it not distressing ; 

Sorely tried, 
But rich with special blessing. 
Must not the gold be freed from dross 1 
Is there not gain in seeming loss 1 
A rethere no clouds in sunny skies 1 
Are there no angels in disguise 1 
Lie still, my soul, let faith prevail ; 
Thou shalt not either faint or fail, 

Thy Saviour's strength possessing. 




THE SAILOR'S PRAYER. 

Mighty God, be ever nigh, 
Watch us with Thy pitying eye. 
Trustful in Thy power to save. 
We would bid our hearts be brave ; 
Guard and guide on sea and shore. 
Be our Friend for evermore. 



Borne before the rushing storm 
We would see Thy gracious form ; 
On the wild tempestuous sea 
We would find our hope in Thee ; 
Wind and wave obey Thy will — 
Speak the word, Lord, " Peace be still." 
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THE SAILORS PRAYER. 



When the ship Is lashed with foaui, 
Cheer the weary hearts at home. 
Oh ! to think of Him who trod 
Restless waves as Man and God. 
Ever, Lord, the sailors keep 
'Mid the perils of the deep. 



Saviour, steer us on our way, 
Be our Pilot night and day ; 
Storm or sunshine, heat or cold, 
Be Thou with us, as of old. 
Saved through mercy, sin forgiven, * 
Waft us to the Port of Heaven. 



A LETTER HOME. 
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A LETTER HOME. 

Dear Gertie, you ask me to write you a letter, 
And surely, my darling, I cannot do better. 
In midst of this country of mountains and valleys, 
Glaciers and waterfalls, and hotels and chalets, . 
What wonder your father should fly to the Muses ? 
A courtship, you know, which he never refuses. 
You must know that this morning we're out for a 

strolling, 
Our seats are old trees, and the river's past, rolling. 
Your Aunt and Mamma are the scenery viewing. 
Myself just behind them all broiling and stewing. 
And here with a feeling which certainly fits a land. 
Enjoying a process of melting in Switzerland, 
All in a steam from my coat to my jersey, 
I send a few lines to the town on the Mersey. 
And just let me tell you, no manner of bribing 
Could qualify me for the work of describing 
The feats of your Aunt and Mamma in their climbing. 
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A subject beyond all my powers of rhyming. 
I wish you had seen them defying all dizziness, 
Apprenticed they both might have been to the 

business ', , 

For though all the mountain was actually thunder- 
full, 
Up they both went— it was really quite wonderful. 
As to myself I wont say what I mumbled, 
But I'm sadly afraid I perpetually grumbled. 
Yet, what could I do ^— every thread on me sticking, 
With flies on my face, neck, and hands, and all 

pricking ; 
I fear I must own that my sex in the shade is. 
Completely outdone by my Alpine young ladies. 
Of news, my dear Gertie, expect quite a quiver-full. 
But please wait awhile -till you see me in Liverpool. 
I may add one word more-we have broiling hot 

weatHer, 
And are nearly as brown as an old piece of leather. 
And no one is very far wrong who supposes 
W« shall meet you without any skin on our noses. 
But let not such trifles one moment distress you, 
For you, and the rest, I conclude with, « God bless 

you." 



Gbindblwald, 

switzeblamd. 



